Nor of shame and despair:

Which forgave, and trusted, and toiled, to the dark

bitter end

In humility, poverty, pain:
Which strove for the poor and the slave,
Forgetting itself:
Which sought not its own,
Neither justice, nor freedom, not rights:
But laboured and died,
And, dying, forgave all the blackness of wrong it had

borne;

Yet, so dying, built by its death
A Kingdom immortal of freedom and hope,
Wherein we, even we, may abide.

Teach us to work for that Kingdom,

() Master divine,

To work for its amplest coming on earth,

To tell men Thy goodness, Thy Lover:

So that none may be ground in injustice and shaint*,

But all men be brothers, and equal, and frer,

Because they know Thee,

Their Captain, their Saviour, their King,

Because they rejoice in Thy will and Thy way,

Which is freedom and friendship and hope.
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